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Driving Away To The East 


Geddy remembers rain. Not many things come to his mind when he tries to remember, but he remembers 


rain. 


It was raining when Nancy threw him out for what seemed to be the final time. She wasn't yelling at him like 


she usually was; she was crying. Thats how he knew that she actually serious. 
"Nan, please..." 
‘Its too late for please! We've had our problems, Ged But this? This | just can't look past." 


He remembers that it was raining because of how frizzy his hair got when he stepped out of his home, a 
single suitcase in hand. Rain and humidity is not good for jewish hair. He remembers trying to tame it slightly 
once he was on the highway. Maybe trying to pat it down or pull it into a ponytail, but that was a detail that 
eluded him. 


Geddy remembers that the rain was just a slight mist, and it was still easy to see out of the slightly cracked 
windshield of his car. That's how he figured he could put a little of his attention into fixing his hair somehow. 


Somehow, within the few seconds his eyes were diverted from the road, the rain intensified. What had been a 


mist was now a torrential downpour. 


Geddy remembers throwing on his wipers to try and clear away the oncoming water. He remembers that once 
his sluggish wipers were finally going fast enough, all he could see were the bright headlights of a truck 
headed straight for his bumper. 


Everything from then on are just half-thoughts and feelings. The crunch of metal on metal. Pain encasing his 
entire body. Bright lights everywhere. Some flashing, and some just surrounding him entirely. 


The first full thought Geddy has after his accident is that all he really needs is for someone to throw the 
dimmer switch. He blinks a few times before rubbing his eyes and sitting up, reaching for his glasses on the 
nightstand. But there are no glasses, and there is no nightstand. 


Geddy tries to focus on any particular object in the room, but everything is too blurry and bright. Geddy leans 
back against the thick pillow he had been sleeping on and sighs, trying to remember. He closes his eyes to try 
and blot out the bright lights and concentrate better, but he is interrupted by the sound of a door opening. 


"Geddy? Mr. Lee? | have your glasses.” A timid voice says, quietly. Geddy opens his eyes and is greeted by the 
blurry room. He can, however, see the vague shape of someone standing there, and the even vaguer shape of 


his glasses in their hand. Geddy reaches for them and smiles at the person gratefully. 

Only once he places the too-large frames on his too-small face does Geddy see the person in front of him 
properly. He's beautiful. Geddy shakes his head at himself slightly. Only a few hours since his last female 
contact and he's already going gay? They must have him on some sort of medication, Geddy decides. 

The man in front of him has his hands behind his back and is smiling nervously. 

"They were a little banged up, so | did my best to fix them. Are they alright?" The man asks. Geddy nods, but 


doesn't say a word. He has no words to say. They've all abandoned his brain. The man clears his throat and 


turns to leave. 
"Well, | suppose you'll want to rest, so I'll be going..." 


"No." Geddy fights to get the word out of his throat. "Please..stay." He croaks. The man smiles warmly and pulls 


a chair from the corner of the room up to Geddy's bedside. 
"Wh-who?" Geddy tries to ask. 


"Who am |?" The man asks, completing the question Geddy nods. "Well, | could be many people. Essentially, | 
could be anyone. | don't have a name." The man shrugged. Geddy tilted his head questioningly, still having slight 


speech problems. 


"l-" The man was interrupted by his watch buzzing. He raised a finger to put a pause in the conversation as 
he looked down at it. Geddy took this time to properly look over his visitor, who somehow knew Geddy's name, 
but not his own His long golden hair was obstructing Geddy from seeing his face at the moment, so he 
focused on the rest of him. He wasn't wearing anything Geddy would expect hospital personnel to be wearing; a 


floppy pink sweater and skin-tight jeans. Not that Geddy's looking at how tight they are. Not at all 

The man lowers his finger and smiles at Geddy sheepishly 

"Im now Alex Lifeson" He says, offering Geddy his hand to shake. 

"Wh-why only now?" Geddy tries to say. 

"Headquarters never gave me a persona | guess they figured you were boring enough not to need me." Alex 
slaps a hand over his mouth and his face changes into a look of irritation "Damn. Why do | always have to 


mess it up?" He mutters. Alex rises from his chair and places it back in the corner. 


"No..Alex.please" Geddy begs, trying to reach for his visitor's hand Alex smiles sadly at Geddy and crouches 
beside his bedside, putting the two of them eye-to-eye. 


"But you don't need me right now. I'll be back if you ever need me, but right now, just focus on getting better. 
Your kid need you to pull through this." Alex extends his long legs and walks towards the door. He pauses at 
the door and turns back towards Geddy, his eyes sparkling. 


"Besides, if you die, | won't get to see you anymore. At all. H's against the rules." Alex then leaves the room, 
his long blonde hair swishing behind him. Geddy sighs and leans back against his pillow sadly. He wanted to ask 
Alex so many things. He wanted to ask which rules, and how Alex knew him so well. Questions upon questions 
come to mind. They all abandon him when the door starts opening again. A smile creeps onto Geddy's face as 
he envisions Alex returning. He doesn't know why, but the thought of the smiley blonde makes him nearly 
ecstatic. 


Therefore, Geddy is sorely disappointed when Alex doesn't walk through the door. A nurse, instead. 


‘Oh, good! You've finally woken up. How are you feeling, sir?" The nurse asks. Geddy shrugs. He isn't feeling 
quite up to speaking yet. 


"Can you tell me your name, sir?" The nurse asks, removing the clipboard at the foot of his bed. Geddy blinks 


in confusion. 
"My-My name?" He asks. The nurse nods. 
"They couldn't find any identification on you, sir. We just want to try and contact someone to take you home." 


‘It's Geddy.Lee." Geddy says, with a bit more confidence in his voice. 


"Where's Alex?" He adds, as the nurse quickly scribbles down on the clipboard. 
"Who?" The nurse asks, looking up. 
"Alex Lifeson. He was here a minute ago" Geddy says, sitting up. The nurse's brow furrows. 


"Mr. Lee, no one has been in this room since we brought you in. Visitors weren't permitted until we knew who 


you were, for safety's sake." Geddy narrows his eyes at the nurse. 
"He was here. He knew who | was. He brought me my glasses." He insists, his voice becoming more steady. 


"Mr. Lee, you have to listen to me. No one has been in this room since you came in except me. You're on a 
heavy dose of painkillers, and whoever you think you saw was simply a hallucinatory side effect." Geddy sighs 
and leans back. Was Alex a hallucination? No, he couldn't be; he gave him his glasses. Geddy wasn't that 


imaginative; how could he possibly come up with someone as elaborate as Alex? It wasn't possible. 


And Into The Past 


After the nurse leaves, Geddy starts thinking, trying to remember. The painkillers have stolen his memories, 
and his only goal for the time being will be to get them back He squeezes his shut and presses his fingers to 
his temples in an effort to drudge up the reason for why exactly he was on the road in the rain in the first 


place. 
Nancy. 


Nancy sent him away. Why, though? Nancy had promised to love him forever. He had, too. So, then why? 


Because... because he had broken his promise. 


Geddy pulled his hand away from his head and studied his left hand. The hand that regularly sported his 
wedding band. Not today, though. And not the night before, either. He had taken it off to forget. To forget 
about Nancy for just a night. But he loved her; why would he do that? 

‘Geddy, you don't need her." 

‘OF course | do. She's my wife!" 


"You know she hates you and regrets every choice she ever made. She's better off without you, and youre better 
off without her." 


‘How do you figure that?" 

"Well, she doesn't know where you are, and youre here with me. Sort of seems incriminating, doesn't it?" 

Geddy remembers those cold words now. He remembers that he took off his wedding band so that he didn't 
have to remember Nancy. He had forgotten about her for a few blissful hours, and she most likely was trying 
to forget about him now. Mistakes and broken promises had landed him in the hospital. Regret wasn't going to 
get him out. 


Geddy turns on his side, wincing slightly and makes an effort not to think anymore. Its hurting him. 


A tear slips from Geddy's eye and lands on the starched hospital pillow. Geddy feels he shouldn't be crying. He 


doesn't deserve that privilege when he's the one who made the mistake and broke the promise. 
He raises a hand and wipes away all his unborn tears before they have a chance to leak. The salty liquid 
touches the skin around Geday's finger that is lighter than the rest. The skin that used to hold the mark of a 


sacred vow. The one that he broke. 


Geddy rotates himself to his original position on his back. He goes over his options, mentally checking them off 


an imaginary clipboard. 
No car. Check, 

No money. Check. 

No home. Check 
Fucking wonderful. 


Geddy sighs and removes his glasses to rub his face. There's probably some sort of lesson in all this, but at 
the moment, lessons aren't going to do him any good. Neither are the painkillers, for that matter. Geddy 
decides he'll bring that up the next time he's checked on. How long has it been since the nurse left? A minute? 
Two? Five? An hour? Perhaps more? Time has stood still in this small room. There are no windows, simply 
bright fluorescents overhead. It gives the room a feel of eternal daytime, although it's entirely possible that 
it's the middle of the night. 


Geddy stares at the ceiling as a way to pass the time, possibly to lull himself back to sleep, or to start 
hallucinating again to bring Alex back. He unknowingly smiles as the thought of the cheerful blonde passes 
through his head. Almost everything he said confused Geddy, but that made him all the more intriguing. He 
hadn't even known his own name until his watch seemed to tell him so. Headquarters, he had said. But which 


headquarters? For what? And why? 


The questions start giving Geddy a headache, and he wishes that there were more painkilling drugs circulating 
in his bloodstream. Or nerves. Or whatever the hell part of his body the painkillers were numbing. Come to 
think of it, Geddy isn't even sure what exactly is wrong with him. None of his limbs are raised or in casts. 
There might be bandages somewhere; perhaps a bruise or two, but Geddy isn't curious enough to go searching 


for them. 


He simply sits against the pillows, his drugged-up mind abuzz with questions. As he sits, there is a spirit in the 
room with him, even though Geddy can not see it. 


This spirit has no name. It has no body, and no purpose but to serve The Big Man by protecting his creations. 
The creation assigned to this spirit is the man sitting in the bed. The spirit has kept a close and watchful eye 
over Geddy for the entirety of his life, yet, Geddy has met this spirit only once, when it took the form of a 
blonde man. The blonde man that delivered Geddy his glasses. The blonde man who went by the name of Alex 
Lifeson. 


History Receeds In My Rear-View Mirror 


"Mr. Lee, | have your release papers here. Once you sign them, you can be on your way." The cheerful nurse 
says, marching into Geddy's room. Geddy's eyes flutter open and he reaches for his glasses on the side table. 
He has spent the last week in the hospital, as Nancy wasn't willing to let him come home just yet. Indirectly, 

she had said she'd rather Geddy fuck off and never talk to her or anyone she knew for the rest of eternity, 


or just until Hell freezes over. Directly, she had said ‘no’. 


Once the frames are firmly planted on Geddy's nose, he looks up at the nurse, who is handing him a pen and a 
clipboard with a few sheets of legal-seeming documentation clipped to it. Probably extra sheets, as he is about 
to be leaving the hospital alone. The nurses have told him it's a very unorthodox stay he is having; with no 


visitors coming in, and no medical records. He signs the papers and leaves the hospital. 


The first place Geddy wants to go is the impound where his car is being stored, to assess the damage. The 
hospital orders him a taxi, which lets him off at the front gate and speeds off leaving a cloud of dust in its 
wake. Geddy gives a few sharp coughs after being sprayed with dust and looks up at the tall gate in front of 
him. He lifts the latch and tugs open the heavy metal. There aren't many cars in the little impound lot, and 
Geddy weaves through them, searching for his own 


At the back corner, Geddy spots it: the remains of his car. Its body is more mangled and destroyed than his 


was. 


He walks up to it slowly, and runs his hand over it, over all the dents and dings and complete decay. As Geddy 
observes it, the truth hits him like another truck: he no longer has a way to escape. No way to restart. His 
life is crumbling around him, and the only way that he could have left while ahead is sitting in front of him, 
mangled and twisted. Geddy sighs and rests his hand on the rearview mirror, which seems to be the only 


intact part of the vehicle. It breaks off under the weight of his palm and shatters at his feet. 


Geddy glares at the broken glass and kicks it across the lot in disgust. He stalks across the lot and slams the 
gate behind him. At a loss for what to do, Geddy leans against the gate and runs a hand through his long, 
chocolate-colored hair. Ahead of him, he notices the ocean, and the boardwalk on top of it. There's nothing but 
a highway and a field separating the two of them. Geddy kicks off the gate and starts walking towards it 
distractedly. 


Cars whiz past him, but he does not flinch. He does not pay attention to them. And they don't swerve as they 
pass him. Because these cars do not see him. They don't see him, as there is a spirit hovering beside Geddy as 
he walks, blocking him from view and all harm. As he walks, the spirit follows, irritated. It is his job to protect 
Geddy at any cost, and he is making its job far more difficult than it needs to be, 


HHH 


Would it really have been too much to ask for the truck to have killed him? Geddy stands on the old wooden 


boards that make up the pier. There seems to be nothing else in the world Nothing but this boardwalk, and 
the sea before him. On any other night, the light of the moon would be reflecting off the sea to offer him 
some sort of power of sight. But the world seemed to be in the mood to spite him, and has decided to erase 
the moon from the sky, plunging everything into a deep, suffocating black. 


The horizon is somewhere in the distance, where the sky meets water, but nothing can be seen. Its all simply 
assumed. But as Geddy has learned over the past week, "assume" makes an "ass" out of "u" and "me". He had 
assumed Nancy wouldn't find out of his broken promises. Assumed the married life would treat him well. And 
long ago, he had assumed he wouldn't be stupid enough to destroy his life with a single mistake. All 


assumptions that had made an ass out of him. 

Geddy takes another step to the edge of the pier. The water churns wildly below him, and the salty air invades 
his lungs. What looks so blue and playful in the daytime, turns into the embodiment of fear at night. If he 
slipped on the dampened wood, there would be little preventing the sea from claiming him. Geddy steps closer, 
until he's at the edge of the pier. 

What if he didn't slip? 

What if he. jumped? 

What if he went gladly over the edge? 

What would be waiting for him below the waves? 

A few moments of panic, the cold water gripping his body.. then it would be over. The guilt would be over. The 
regret. All of it. He wouldn't have to pass Nancy and see the hatred she harboured for him in her eyes. Ray, 


from work, could take his job as the promotion he needed. Who would know? Who would care? 


"| would care." A velvety voice says from behind him. Geddy whirls around and his foot slips off the edge of 


the worn wood. 


"SHIT!" The voice exclaims and rushes forward. Geddy's heart stops as he falls backwards. The universe must 
be having a good laugh over this bout of irony. 


A hand shoots into Geddy's line of vision and he doesn't see the arm it's attached to, and definitely doesn't look 
for the face, either. He just grabs hold of the hand, trying to hold tightly through his panic. The icy cold water 


is freezing his feet and sending pure fear through his veins. 


Geddy holds on to his savior's hand tightly, praying neither will let go. He looks up, and follows the hand up its 


arm to see a smiling face. A smiling face framed by a halo of golden hair. 


"Alex." Geddy breathes, making his best effort not to panic. 


"Sorry about that, Ged. Didn't mean to scare you like that" Alex chuckles, pulling Geddy up as if he weighs 
nothing. Only once Geddy's feet are solidly on the wooden pier does he let go of Alex's hand. 


"Thank- thank you." Geddy stutters, trying to calm himself. Alex shakes his head. 


"Don't thank me. It's my fault you fell in the first place." He reminds Geddy. Geddy evades Alex's eyes 
embarrassed of the thoughts he had been having. 


"Why are you here?" Geddy asks, quietly. 
"To stop you from jumping in , duh." Alex shrugs. 
Geddy cocks his head slightly. "How did-" 


"I know a lot of things." Alex interrupts. He pauses and looks Geddy up and down. "Like that you're cold and in 
shock. Both are understandable, and | can't help but feel responsible." 


Geddy opens his mouth to protest, but Alex puts a finger to his lips before any words can come out. "You 
need warming up. l'm taking you for coffee, and I'm not taking ‘no' for an answer." Alex insists, grabbing hold of 


Geddy's hand. Geddy allows himself to be tugged along the pier, back towards land. Back towards life. 


Carried Away 


Alex drags Geddy into a coffee shop nearby. It's a cozy place, with warm, welcoming colors, pleasing to the eye. 


"Try not to look at me too much." Alex whispers to Geddy out of the corner of his mouth. "Just nod along, and 
Ill explain everything." 


Geddy makes a conscious effort not to look at Alex, but temptation keeps pulling his gaze back. Noticing 
Geddy's stare, Alex rolls his eyes, and points at a corner booth. 


"Go. Sit. Look inconspicuous. I'll be right back" Alex winks and walks off towards the counter. Geddy's eyes never 
leave Alex as he goes to sit in the booth. 


The blond man doesn't get in line, nor does he walk up to the counter; he goes behind the counter and starts 
pouring two cups of coffee. The employees don't acknowledge him or show any sign of seeing him at all. Alex 
expertly dodges the hustle and bustle behind the counter, pouring a steady stream without spilling a drop. Once 
both cups are full, Alex applies travel lids and joins Geddy in the booth, smiling warmly. 

"You're shivering." Alex observes. "Drink up; itll get you warm." Geddy obeys, lifting to the cup to his lips. 


"How did you do that?" He asks, shivering considerably less. 


‘I've, uh.. got a ‘serve yourself status here." Alex shrugs, sipping his own coffee. Geddy stares at the smiley 


blonde incredulously. 
Its lke they couldnt see him af all. 


“Serve yourself my ass. | think you're lying" Geddy states, cold-faced as he slides his glasses off his face to 


wipe off the steam accumulated from his coffee. Alex pauses, his mouth full of coffee, then swallows slowly. 


"Try not to talk to me." Alex requests, waving away Geddy's accusation, perhaps a little nervously. Geddy 
narrows his eyes and stands, fed up with Alex and his antics. 


Who does he think he is, bursting into Geddy's life? Appearing out of nowhere, seemingly only to Geddy. It's too 
much, and Geddy decides he's had enough. Alex stands and grabs Geddy's elbow. 


"Don't leave. Please? I'll explain everything, | promise. Just try to calm down and warm up first?" He asks, his 


eyes pleading. Geddy sighs and runs a hand through his hair, considering his options. 
"Fine, I'll stay. He agrees, sitting back in the booth reluctantly. Alex grins, relieved. 


"Thank you. | promise I'll tell you everything, you deserve that much." Geddy says nothing as he returns to 


sipping his coffee tentatively, his mind abuzz with questions for Alex, questions he's apparently not allowed to 
ask. 


"Try to look normal, but not too lonely." Alex directs, smiling comfortingly. Geddy raises an eyebrow in 
irritation. "I'm just trying to prevent you from seeming absolutely insane. As far as everyone in this room 
knows, you're here alone." Alex adds, trying his best to make the situation feel more normal for Geddy. 


Not that it is anyway; Geddy isn't fond of public areas in general. 


The air between the two men becomes tense. Secrets are being kept between them that could perhaps 
overthrow everything Geddy knows and believes. 


| owe you an explanation. Actually, probably more like twenty or so explanations, and they all weigh on me 
telling you what | really am." Alex sighs and places his warm cup on the table. Geddy braces himself, trying to 
prepare for any sort of outcome. "I'm a spirit.” 


Well, any except for that. 


The shock from Alex's statement send Geddy into a coughing fit as he nearly spews coffee across the table in 
their booth. A few heads turn in their direction, seemingly concerned. Alex looks around, worried that someone 


may stand up and come closer. If anyone were to get too close, protection of the Twenty Sacred Rules might 


be at stake. 


"Ged, calm down" Alex whispers, panicked. Geddy coughs out the final few drops of the piping hot liquid that 
blocked his airway. 


‘lm okay, don't worry." Geddy assures, talking as much to Alex as he is to the other customers. Geddy decides 
to forgo the rest of his coffee until Alex finishes his explanations, hoping to keep the burning sensation in his 


lungs at bay. 


‘lm sorry | gave you such a shock, but there's just no roundabout way of saying it; I'm a spirit. This isn't my 
body, I'll just be using it for the time being.” 


"Why are you here?" Geddy whispers, as quietly as his scorched voice allows. "Why are you following me?" 
Alex leans back in his seat and tugs at his golden curls, searching for the right words as he nibbles his lip. 
"Cause it's my job. It has been since you came into the world, and it will be until you leave. To watch over you 
and protect you. I've always been following you; whether you see me or not is a different story.” Alex pauses 
to sip his coffee and to give Geddy time to process this new information 


"You're my guardian angel?" Geddy asks, his words filling the silence between them. 


"You could call me that" Alex shrugs. "But I'm not really an angel. Angels are a species of their own, completely 


separate from humans. Spirits are just dead humans. The actual angels have more important things to do than 


watching over humans, so the spirits do it. It's generally not an easy job, but you've made it easy." 
"What do you mean ‘easy’? Are you saying my life is boring?" Geddy smirks. Alex blushes slightly. 


"Not boring. But simple to watch over. You're too smart to put your own life in danger." Geddy tries to retain 
any shred of dignity he might have left and makes a conscious effort not to blush. 


"If you've been following me for that long, how haven't | seen you until now?" Alex relaxes visibly. 

"That, | can firmly answer. The answer is that its against one of the Twenty Sacred Rules. Sacred Rule 
Number Nine: A guardian is not to show themselves to their guarded until their lives are saved for the first 
time." He recites. "l'm a guardian, and you're my guarded." 

"And the reason that no one else can see you?" Geddy pushes. 

"Sacred Rule Number Two: Guardians are only visible to their guarded. The Big Man has everything sorted out. 
Anyone who's seen their guardian usually tells no one, even though everyone has one. The Angels get a 
massive kick out of people being locked up over telling others about their guardian. During my down time- oh, 
shit” Alex gasps, looking over Geddy's shoulder. Geddy swallows nervously before following Alex's gaze. 

Cops. 

And an employee directing them. 

Right. At. Geddy. 

Geddy spins back towards Alex, only to find his guardian has fled. 

"Mister?" A deep voice asks behind him. 


"Yes, officer?" Geddy asks, sheepishly turning back towards the tall group of police officers. 


"Who've you been talking to?" Geddy's mind races as he tries to come up with a good cover story. When 


nothing comes to mind, Geddy tries the only thing he can think of. 


"My guardian." He says, praying at least a few of these cops have met their own guardians. If they have, none 


of their faces showed it. Their body language also didn't show it when they grabbed and cuffed Geddy. 
"Sir, you are not being arrested; only detained on accusations of breaking the peace, public disturbance... 


„and possible insanity." 


On A Wave Of Music Down A Desert Road 


The cell they've locked Geddy in reminds him eerily of his car; damp, cold, and not quite suitable for humans to 
use. There's a single bench made of clearly ancient wood. Rot and wear have made the legs of it uneven, and it 
wobbles maddeningly. Although there are easily I0 people in the cell, the bench could only hold three, maybe 
four at the most without shattering under the weight. The top left corner has cobwebs, but there doesn't 
seem to be a spider occupying them. Beyond that, there's a small sink and an even smaller toilet beside it, both 


in desperate need of a good scrubbing and a good plumber. 
Once Geddy has mentally nitpicked his temporary domain, he starts to focus on his current cell mates. They all 


look like they have been in this situation before, waiting to either be released or assigned to a cell until their 


trial. From there, they'd go to jail, put on an orange jumpsuit and punch out license plates for years. 
Admittedly, it sounded like a better life plan than what Geddy has so far. 

The door leading into the main room opens and a guard in a taut blue uniform and belt full of weapons entered, 
causing all Geddy's companions to look up, and some to even stand hopefully. The guard pulls out a sheet of 
paper and reads out a list of names in an authoritative voice. 

‘Johnson! Griffin! You're getting fitted for suits to your left. Hamilton and Weinrib; mental testing to your right. 
Get moving!" Geddy stands up and approaches the cell door with three other men, one wearing a muzzle 


around his face, much like a dog. Geddy crosses his fingers behind his back that Mr Muzzle isn't Hamilton 


Once the cell door is relocked, the four of them are permitted to continue. Cuffs are slapped across Geddy's 


wrists and he is violently shoved down the hallway with Mr. Muzzle shoved after him. 


"What're you in for?" He growls at Geddy in a deep voice. Geddy takes a step to the side to avoid being in 


arm's reach of his companion. 
"They, uh.. they think I'm nuts. | was talking to someone kinda loud" He stutters quietly. Hamilton scoffs. 


"That's nothing! | ate a guy's dog and the guy was an ambassador or something.’ He brags, licking his lips 
behind the muzzle. 


"You- you ate his dog?" Geddy asks, his throat closing up in fear. 
"Yeah, why not? | was hungry and it was right there, so | figured ‘what the hell?" He shrugged. 
"Like... raw?" 


"The only people who eat meat cooked are chicken shits. | prefer to hear my food scream when | take the first 


bite" Geddy takes another step to the side and quickens his pace. He hears Hamilton chuckle behind him. 


"Wonder how youd taste, Weinrib" Much to Geddy's saving grace, his destination appears before him and he 
turns the knob of the prison psychiatrist's office. 


"Mr. Weinrib?" Geddy turns to the psychiatrist and nods. 


"That's me." The psychiatrist stands up from behind his desk in a pristine white lab coat that barely reaches 
his knees, but would probably reach past Geddy's ankles. 


‘lm Dr. Peart, but | want you to be comfortable here, so you can call me Neil" He smiles warmly. 

lm not crazy." Geddy insists. "Just tell them to let me go." 

I'm not saying you are, Mr. Weinrib. These are just standard tests. We'll just have a little chat, and then we'll 
figure out your mental health from them. Sound good?" Neil approaches Geddy slowly, holding out a key, 
presumably to the cuffs detaining Geddy's wrists. 


"| swear l'm sane." Geddy mutters as he offers the handcuffs to be unlocked. 


| know you are." Neil nods, smiling warmly. Geddy sees past the ruse of calm; the voice Neil uses on all his 
patients. The simple, little white lies he uses. It's clever. But Geddy doesn't appreciate the effort. 


‘lm not crazy. | was talking to my guardian spirit" He growls. Neil pauses for a moment, but averts Geddy's 


death glare. "You have one. You've seen it, haven't you?" He accuses. 


"Mr. Weinrib, please take a seat to discuss this." Neil says calmly, letting the cuffs drop from Geddy's wrists. 
Geddy sighs and lets his protests stop for a while. He sits down on a couch opposite Neil's desk and looks up at 
the taller man. 


"Ged, just play his game. He's never going to believe you, so just lie." A small voice appears in Geddy's ear and 
he whirls around to look over his shoulder, not quite sure what he's expecting to see. "Just remember what | 


said; only you can see me." Alex. 


"Mr. Weinrib, when did you start seeing this, uh, spirit, did you say?" Neil asks, a pad of paper balanced on his 


knee. 


"In the hospital.. Right after the accident. He brought me my glasses." Geddy's voice trails off in the 
realisation of how that must sound to Neil. 


"Right, the accident.. | had the opportunity to look over the hospital records. You sustained massive damage to 
your... well, everywhere. Including your head. Do you see what I'm trying to say, Mr. Weinrib?" Neil asks calmly. 


Geddy sighs and looks down. 


"You think I'm imagining Alex. I'm not. He brought me my glasses in the hospital. He caught me when | fell off 


the pier. He's real" He declares firmly. 

"Mr. Weinrib, why were you out driving the night of the accident?" Neil asks coldly. 
"My wife.. she kicked me out for what | think is the final time." Geddy sighs quietly. 
"Did she visit you in the hospital?" 

"No." 

"But Alex did?" 

"For a few minutes. Why?" Neil stands and nibbles on the end of his pen 


‘It's my professional opinion that you missed her, and your mind invented a replacement for her in your time 
of need. Do Alex and your wife look alike?" Geddy sits back in his chair and thinks for a few moments. Going 
over the details in his mind, he sees the glaring similarities between Alex and Nancy. Their long, golden hair is 
the biggest similarity. The way the side of their mouths curl up when they smile. Even the shape of their 


noses is identical. 
Geddy sighs even deeper than before. "They're practically twins." 


"There you go. You missed your wife. The fact that you didn't imagine her instead is most likely deep withheld 
feelings of homosexuality." Neil shrugs. "Mr. Weinrib, are you a homosexual?" Geddy looks up at Neil, an 


eyebrow raised in confusion 
"No. At least, | don't think so.. Never thought about it" He stammers. 


"Well, | have all the information | need. Mr. Weinrib, you'll have to stay here until a judge can properly clear 
you on the other accusations." Geddy nods wordlessly and stands, making his way to the door, Neil's questions 
bouncing around his head uncomfortably. He remembers the first thought he had of Alex. Of how cute he 
thought Alex was. Could Neil have been right? Was Alex just his hidden gay fantasies? If that was the case, 
maybe he really did deserve to be locked up.. 


